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" Are you a communist ? " Stockman demanded, turning
deathly pale.
" That's not your business ! Militia-man ! Take this maj[
at once and hand him over at Vieshenska. Give him into
the charge of the district militia and get a receipt for him.11
Measuring Stockman with a glance, he added :
" And we'll talk to you there !   You'll dance to my tump"-
you dictator ! "
" Comrade, are you mad ?  Don't you know. . , ."
" No talk !   Silence ! "
With a slow, terrible movement Stockman reached out for
his Mauser hanging on the wall. Fear danced in the young-
ster's eyes. With astounding speed he pushed the door open
with his back and fell down the steps, his spine knocking
against each stair. He flung himself into his sleigh and urged
his driver on with digs in the bafck all the way across the
square, looking behind him continually to see whether he
were being pursued.                                                     " v^
A roar of laughter shook the windows of the Revolutionary
Committee. David rolled in convulsions over the table. But
Stockman's eyelid twitched nervously as he muttered :
" The scum !  The miserable scum ! "                           ,
He went with Mishka and Ivan to the assembly. The
square was filled. Ivan's heart beat unpleasantly as he
thought: " There's something in the wind. All the village
has turned up." But his anxieties were dissipated when,
removing his cap, he went to the middle of the ring. The
cossacks willingly yielded before him. Their faces were
respectful; some had smiling eyes. Stockman looked
around the ring of cossacks. He wanted to dispel the tens^1
atmosphere, and to draw them into conversation. Following1
Ivan's example he removed his fur cap and cried :
" Comrade cossacks ! It's six weeks now since the Soviet
regime was set up among you. But we, the Revolutionary
Committee, still notice that you are distrustful of us, and
even hostile. You don't attend the meetings, rumours are
going round among you, stupid stories of mass shootings, of
oppressions which the Soviet government is putting upon
you. It's time we talked to one .another more frankly, and
came close to one another. You yourselves chose your;
Revolutionary Committee, Ivan Kotliarov and Koshevoi are
your own cossacks and there should be no keeping things